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FOREWORD 


For those convinced that trouble is always just around the 
corner, George MacBeth presents this home compendium of 
poems and poem-games. He believes that it may brighten the 
gloom of paranoia with a warm and’cheerful glow. As the 
storm beats at the window-panes, and Death comes down the 
chimney dressed as Santa Claus, there will surely be something 
within the covers of A Doomsday Book to soothe the nerves. 
What’s in a game? For homo sanguinis, that fly in the fly- 
bottle, the rdle of homo ludens may well be the door to calm. 
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THE RETURN 


After the light has set 
First I imagine silence : then the stroke 
As if some drum beat outside has come in. 
And in the silence I smell moving smoke 
And feel the touch of coarse cloth on my skin. 
And all is darkness yet 
Save where the hot wax withers by my chin. 


When I had fallen (bone 
Bloodying wet stone) he would lead me back 
Along the street and up the corkscrew stair 
(Time running anti-clockwise, fingers slack) 
And open windows to let in fresh air 

And leave me stretched alone 
With sunken cheeks drained whiter than my hair. 


Then I was young. Before 
Another stroke he will come back in bone 
And thin my heart. That soot-black hill will break 
And raise him in his clay suit from the stone 
While my chalk-ridden fingers dryly ache 
And burn. On this rush floor 
He will come striding hotly. When I wake 


The stroke will have been tolled 
And I shall take his crushed purse in my hand 
And feel it pulse (warm, empty) on my wrist. 
Blood floods my temples. Clay man, from what land 
Have you come back to keep your freezing tryst 
With someone grown so old? 
Soldier, forgive me. Candles die in mist. 


And now a cold wind stirs 
Inside the shuttered room. I feel his hand 
Brushing the stale air, feeling for my place 
Across the phlegm-soaked pillows. I am sand 
Threading a glass with slow and even pace 
And dying in my furs. 
My father turns, with tears on his young face. 


A DIRGE 


I killed you where the coastal road 
Fled from the hills. And, cradled in my hands, 
Your bony face, clenched still in pride, 
Bled in the waves. All that was owed 
Is wiped in this blind striking on the sands, 
I thought; but through your side 


I felt the sea of death creep in 
From all your broken caves of slate and stone 
And lick the shore. Eight million stood 
In mourning for your scar of skin 
And hair, shell-bred frigidity of bone, 
Each bare of his black hood. 


And club-foot children stooped to kiss 
Those rubbered hands that pressed them through the steel 
With tears on their grey cheeks. Old men, 
Remembering the cold fire’s hiss 
Through burning olives, paused to bow and kneel 
Beside your body. Then 


I alone rose, unpitying, cold. 
Sure that some kinsman stared me in your face 
I limped through ashen files of blood 
And parted from the dust of old 
Men ebbing from my own swell-footed pace. 
Blind to the mounting flood 


Of corpses, I limped through and on 
Beyond the last revived wave to that land 
You once ruled. There a black dog rolled 
By a cold hearth whose fire had gone. 
And I remembered how it licked my hand 
When I was in your fold. 
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CIRCE UNDERSEA 
OR 
A CRY FROM THE DEPTHS 


N.B. This tape was found floating in an anti-magnetic metal 
capsule by the first Venusian astronauts, 2020 A.D. 


take 1: lines 1-14 
The enchantress leafs through her Victorian bible in the 
log-room of her submarine, musing over its Apocalyptic 
book-plates. 

take 2: lines 15-28 
She deplores the slowness with which she must dictate her 
sonnets to weave a spell over the deity she calls ‘ Lord ’. 

take 3: lines 29-42 
She reflects on sea-beasts she has seen through the port- 
hole of her cabin, beside which hang two seascapes by 
Winslow Homer (1836-1910). 

take 4: lines 43-56 
She sadly reflects on the violent sexual habits of modern 
times and envisages her own poem providing a soothing 
balm. 

take 5: lines 57-70 
She sees in her mind’s eye the stalls in her submarine ark 
where the sick beasts are penned, and she remembers the 
original conception of her voyage. 

take 6: lines 71-84 
She begins to see that the God to whom she is addressing 
herself is a God of War using her as his instrument of 
destruction. 

take 7: lines 85-98 
Realising that even her poem may be enchanted by this 
God of War, she lays aside all pretence of spell-weaving 
and kneels in prayer. 


I cry to thee from Jonah, Lord. And there 

The eyes of Christ, engraved ‘ from Holman Hunt’ 
By Swan Electric, reverently glare 

At my pet seal. And here, in John, stand front 


To front in Coats of Arms, with copper names, 
Adam and Eve, his phoenix, her dark Cross, 
Between whose bars that strange bird’s bill enflames 
Papery ether to a blazing schloss 


In whose far glow Eve’s angels, Adam’s quails, 
Per fidem tuti, and in sight of Tyre 

An inch or two from Sodom, tangling tails, 
Arch and are one. And thy consuming fire 


Hath charred their trees a little, marked their Fate, 
And signed with ash their feathers and their plate 


Ere Yale was burned. And I have bowed myself 

Into my log-room and thy flooded Earth 

And, stretched with sword-fish by the Scripture Shelf, 
Yawned through these volumes on the virgin birth 


Of Christ and Eve. Have poised for thee, my Lord, 
One periscope, through which, well-filled with cream 
Of urchin soup, thou mayest snoop, when bored, 
And spy thy Captain Circe, in her dream, 


Wave a bead wand, and resurrect from rust, 

Far from the Keys of Florida, shed leaves 

Of magic books to blossom in her dust 

And branch within her sonnets. How one grieves 


At such poor speed ! Speed, Pegasus of tape, 
I ape thy wings. Lord, pray avert that shape 
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Of doom I see sail past my seaward wall 
And spread wide jaws for jew-fish in the green 
And vivid eye of Homer. His Black Yawl 
Off Cape St. Vincent (from the Club Marine) 


Pairs, by the port-hole’s blue, The Bluebird’s Wing, 
And is my joy. I watched two whales, once, rise 
And consummate their love here in a ring 

Of blood-flecked opal. And, in amber, flies, 


Immured by queens of Argos, used to grip 
And waver in the Autumn sea of art 
According to Odysseus, who would strip 
And glut his own lust with an Argive tart 


(The older Homer says) in halls of bronze 
And gorge on vistas of his mistress’ mons 


And so should know. Lord, we are all whales. Thrum 
Some dulcet air that I may conjugate 

In sea-green sheets I conjure from my rum 

And scent with ambergris. Must steam-ships grate 


And shudder where our school once paved the Sound 
With fat and oil? Poor waves. It so affronts 

To love the moonlight, and still lap the ground, 
Where Ahab vanished, and Odysseus grunts, 


And Circe wavers. I will fish for cod 
With gothic and electric nets that thrill 
And quiver in my Grundig’s body, God, 
And, feeding birds, faint mariners, will fill 


This wandering albatross, that flightless rail, 
Sunk in its moving spool, with bones for sail 
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And land to fly for. In each air-fed hold 

I mark the tidy pens, and move glazed walls, 

And watch (once lion-grasped or leopard-scrolled) 
Orbs of each mythic beast, now shrunk to balls, 


Roll at their stone of sea, their pearl of view. 

O Trumpeter of Wrath, wert thou afraid 

When Christ was at Charybdis? When thy crew 
Craved for a sty, didst thou foretell the Raid 


With thy grey sirens? Crucified from books, 
I wed thy early warning, built from wrecks 
My twin-track fly-trap with a brace of crooks 
And launched my Nautilus on spools of Sex 


Against the rain. If Armageddon moves 
Through my sad house, and thy Four Horses’ hooves 


Not winged like Mercury, but slow and blind, 

Plod through the press, and print more blood in wars, 
Am I to blame? O God of Rockets, lined 

With fire and genesis, whose farthest shores 


I never plumbed, thy breeding-ground was Rome 
And its arenas. Even these Greek rhymes 

Grope like the Devil-fish. Each gospel tome 

I balance by my astrolabe at times 


Gleams like a Man O’ War, goes floating wild 

For pork and alms. Why, who would doubt the crew 
Is charmed by thy dread sorcery? Enisled 

Off Java, with my submarine a zoo, 


And ash in all the China skies, how long 
Before thy thunders falter, and my thong 
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Across lax hides emits on Ararat 

In Ithaca or Chile men in pairs 

Afraid to crop the lush grass, grossly fat 
From indoor exercise, too pale from airs 


Of pumps, and worried by the wind and sun? 
I wonder, as I spoon my gruel, cut 

To four drams for my sins, and watch light run 
To jag my glass, and hear thy disc-locks shut 


Throughout the ship. If I rehearse this reel 

I fear these words will drivel out in high 
Dry honks as do my bell-bird’s. Let me kneel 
And pray to thee. Shall my dove ever fly 


Above cold waves, and come at last to land, 


And find, not air’s cooled ash, but sea’s warmed sand? 


II 


as espa ge 
2 ab ey ke ‘ann w “ik ele 


WHEN I AM DEAD 


I desire that my body be 
properly clothed. In such things 
as I may like at the time. 


And in the pockets may there be 
placed such things as I use at the time 
as, pen, camera, wallet, file. 


And I desire to be laid on my side 
face down: since I have bad dreams 
if I lie on my back. 


No one shall see my face when I die. 


And beside me shall lie 
my stone pig 
with holes in his eyes. 


And the coffin shall be as big as a crate. 
No thin box 
for the bones only. 


Let there be room for a rat to come in. 


And see that my cat, if I have one then, 
shall have my liver. 
He will like that. 


And lay in food for 
a week and a day: 
chocolate, meat, beans, cheese. 
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And let all lie in 
the wind and the rain 
And on the eighth day burn. 


And the ash 
scatter as the wind decides. 


And the stone and metal be dug in the ground. 


This is my will. 
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OWL 


is my favourite. Who flies 

like a nothing through the night, 
who-whoing. Is a feather 

duster in leafy corners ring-a-rosy-ing 
boles of mice. Twice 


you hear him call. Who 

is he looking for? You hear 

him hoovering over the floor 

of the wood. O would you be gold 
rings in the driving skull 


if you could? Hooded and 
vulnerable by the winter suns 
owl looks. Is the grain of bark 
in the dark. Round beaks are at 
work in the pellety nest, 


resting. Owl is an eye 

in the barn. For a hole 

in the trunk owl’s blood 

is to blame. Black talons in the 
petrified fur! Cold walnut hands 


on the case of the brain! In the reign 
of the chicken owl comes like 

a god. Is a goad in 

the rain to the pink eyes, 

dripping. For a meal in the day 


flew, killed, on the moor. Six 

mouths are the seed of his 

arc in the season. Torn meat 

from the sky. Owl lives 

by the claws of his brain. On the branch 
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in the sever of the hand’s 

twigs owl is a backward look. 

Flown wind in the skin. Fine 

rain in the bones. Owl breaks 

like the day. Am an owl, am an owl. 


THE BEAST 


In the heat of the page 
I feel the hair 
in my stump of nose 
grow to a horn: 
my plates of skin 
cake with a flaking 


cement of must : 
and the banisters blur 
in the bushy world 
of my poached eyes. 
I lurch in a dry 
run. I am off 


on your bumpy landing and 
(how will the loose 
board support 
my hundredweights?) am 
a trundle of bulk 
on the wary stairs. 


You poor old stairs 
I am heavy for you! 
imposing my toes 
in the cracks of your cream. 
In the salty bathroom 
I nuzzle your square 


of lemon sponge 
with my glitterwax lips 
and am making a smell 
against the hyacinth 
smell of the soap. 
By the fridge I am licking 
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Portuguese 
sardines with my purple 
tongue from a thin 
tin. How small 
they are for the leather 
oven on four 


stumps I am! 
I breathe loud heat 


in the frightened kitchen 


surprising the ginger 
engine about 
his fish. I creak 


through jambs and am hard 
on the flowery wreaths 
of the hall wall 
with my hot hide. 
I steam in your face, 
munching an orange. 


O how could a person 
put up with a beast 
with such spare size ? 
I am much too big 
for this mouse house, 
peering and grunting 


for things to crunch. 
I can hardly see 
the way to my pen 
or feel the tiny 
beaks of your nails 
cleaning my sides. 


I have wise ears 
in a tulip shape 
and can twitch them, though, 
with a meek squeak 
and can shake the house 
like a hurricane 


on bony heels 
or slowly roll 
like a barrel of apples 
to have my tummy 
thumped like a drum 
and be your beast. 


Below the blankets 
I rest my horn 
of compressed hair 
against your cheek : 
and have gone to sleep 
in the heat of the page. 
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NOAH’S JOURNEY 
I The Building of The Ark 
oak 


is the keel. He is agéd and 

gnarl-faced. See, he is here 

with his acorns and edged leaves. 

Off with his bark and his big 

roots. Oak is an old friend. 

Lays down his light beams, dips 

them in warm tar: submits to 

a varnish on one side. Is all 

washed and ready for when storm comes. 


I am well-grained. I lie flat, 

hold off the water and float on 
the waves. Once grounded, I 
wait for a sailing, alert in the sun. 


pine 


is the mast. He is upright, 

smooth, straight and long-limbed. 
He moves like a ramrod, 

casting aside all his twigs and his 
branches. A few cones 

curling an eyebrow predict when the 
rain’s due. Standing in place now, 
spun in a socket he sets like a 
maypole. An oiled bole of red wood. 


Screwed to the low deck, I 

rise to the cold stars. The sea waits, 
tossing alittle. The black earth 
lingers to wave me a long farewell. 
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II The Entry of The Animals 
mouse 


comes first. You can find 

him in holes. Out of the steel 

trap he would take your cheese 

with a flip of his foot. But, phlung! 
down the hard cold hat comes and 

is off with his ears. Is it 

so, mouse? Out of your wooden 

house come, mouse, and answer me. 
There is work for your teeth in the ark. 


Noah, Noah, I dare not come 
out. There are too many cats. 
And I fear for my tail. I will 


come for some Brie. 
bat 


flies next like a broken 

umbrella. Are you there, blind 
bat, in the wind and the dark? 
You may squeak in the hold to 

the spider in the beam. I will 
mend your wing. There are sound- 
proofed boards for your sensitive 
ears. Come down, sharp bat, with 
your wife, and be friends. 


I am here all the time at 

your hand. So quietly I flew 

that you never knew. I am 

warm in the pit of your arm, blind Noah. 


rat 


leaves a sinking ship. Wise 

brown rat, is there blame in that? 

If you have to leave the 

ark you must oar your way out 

with an ant and a ladybird 

aloft on your snout. Rat, make a 

ring, be a life-belt here. 

And gnaw me a port-hole or two 

to see through. That will keep you quiet. 


Rough Noah, I will not. I prefer 

a biscuit. And as for sinking, 

why it doesn’t bear thinking. I 

will nip your ankle if you nag at me. 


lynx 


is my look-out. He can see 

in the murk. Yellow falls the 

fog but the perk-eared lynx 

feels vigilant. On the branch of 

the mast he is pinned by his 

claws. Telescoped in muscle 

waits lynx for the land. With 

a leap he will land, be the 

first one on Ararat. Eh, peaked lynx? 


I am anxious to rest my eyes. 

Keep me away from the dazzle of 
the zebra and the dots of the 

leopard. I will stare at the plain bear. 
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pig 


will need guiding with this 
boar board. He is heavy with 
acorns. Incontinent pig! 

Why did they send me a pig 

so big? You must learn to 

be slimmer from the wolf or 
the hare. I will fit you in 

below decks. But you must keep 
still, and not overlay any beast. 


I am usefully fat. I can 

keep some warm. There ts sure 
to be ice. And I shan’t 

need heat. 


bear 


are you there? Why, you smell 

of honey. You voracious small bear! 

Why have you come with your paws all 

sticky ? Go down to the sink. 

You must dance for your 

supper, and it won’t be sweets. 

Coarse brown bread for omnivorous 

bears. And a beaker of brine 

if we have to keep washing you in drinking water. 


I am sorry, Noah. But I grew 
quite faint. Sol stopped by a hive 
for a rest and a meal. 

Let me give you a hug. 


tiger 


is a stick along railings. Like a 

ripple in a lake he has lodged 

in your eye. Come, tiger, you 

are here. Tensed sinews in the rain. 
Stretch out on the poop. Glare 

over the orb of the ocean and 
frighten the hail. We are safe, 
mewed up in our tub with a 

tiger to care for us. Tiger, look fierce. 


With a roar and a bounce I 

will tear up the clouds. Keep 

plenty of meat, though, for me.I will 
wait like a rug. 


crocodile 


creeps out of the swamp with a 

creak and a snap. He is made like a 
bag. He can float for a day 

without winking his eye. In the mud 

of the bayou he has pondered the flood 
and decided to miss it. So come in, 

long crocodile, and crawl to your space. 
You can help make logs. We shall soon 
need a fire. Lie there, and snap. 


I would snap with a will. I have 
toothache, though. Please, Noah, will you 
give me a pill. In a mouth like mine 

pain sprouts like a bush. 
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rhinoceros 


comes aboard like a boulder. He is 
lapped in hard layers like a 

hot-water tank. We must study 

him hard to improve the ark’s 

lagging. What a load you are 

for us, lily-eared rhinoceros! If 

you were to jump we should 

plump to the bottom. Stand here 

on this stout plank. And have some hay. 


I don’t eat hay. I am 

sorry, I must say, to be such 
a burden. Will it help if I lift 
my little ox-pecker off? 


elephant 


comes last in his loose grey skin. In 
the sun you can see brown 

hairs on his back. I am sure he 

will help to haul the ark 

along the flat canal to the flood 

when the water has come. He is 

not forgetful of all the food 

he will need. Have you brought green 
leaves, ant-like and prudent elephant ? 


Aye, aye, Noah, I have hauled 
this tree. It will feed huge me 
for a year. Is there space 

in the barge? 
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whale 


must swim by the side of 

the ship. If I take a dip 

I can ride safe back on his 
broad black head. Whale is 
the biggest, are you not, 

vast whale? In a storm you 
can shelter the ship from the » 
waves. I will feed you for this 
with plenty of plankton. 


I am partial to plankton. I will 

swim by your side. Yes, I will swim 

by the ark’s hind rim 

and soothe the poor beasts who are sick. 
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III The Battle With The Elements 
thunder 


is the one who is blundering 
about. I can hear him in the 
sky like a lout in the attic. 
Bricks he would hurl if he 
had them. Bing. Bang. He is 
round like a gong with a 

big bronze face. Say boo to 
a goose he would not were it 
not for his flick-nosed cousin. 


Talk big, small man, while you 
can. I will bash you. Just 

give me a minute to blow up 
my balloon. You wait. 


lightning 


is another. O another 

matter. Snears through the ether 
like a spear. Shrip-shrivels 

into shreds your elaborate 
ladders. Is a daze on the 

deck. Stiff blitz to the sheets. 

Fit scissors for the ropes 

of the bark’s tossed body. In a fit 
you are cracked, split, ruined. 


Nix, Noah, you exaggerate a 

little. Yow’re afloat. I can 

see a green pug-dog awash in the stern, 

but the fireworks are finished, I'm off to bed. 


rain 


is the one who goes on. He is flung 
pita-pata-pita-pata from a 

tipped bowl of dry peas. Wet fur, 

wet wood, wet wings, wet canvas: the 
whole wide world is awash in a 

sluice of beans. Rattle, rush. 

Down comes the roof in a slush 

of cold glass bits. Below decks 

glum beasts peer out and steam dry slowly. 


I pour on. Always in 

motion, a flow in the air, I 

slither to all points. And fill earth 
top-full of water, of water, of water. 


wind 


is the last one. A wild thing, 

over the flat sea, the smooth 

sea, he wanders. Whistling a 

thin tune, a high tune, a shrill tune, 
whirling the waves to a white, whizzed, 
whipped-cream. Zing, zing, zing: and the 
ark like a roundabout rolls up and 

down, up and down, in a frenzy. 


Packed close like sardines, the poor beasts are 
all sick. 


I breathe on. Puffing my fat 
cheeks, I fill the small ship’s 
sails: blow it towards sand, 
send it to new shores. 
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IV The Landing On Ararat 
sand 


clutches the keel in his cool 

hands. The whole ship 

sinks in his soft flesh that 

grates to the timbers. Ahoy, 

sand. Say, may we step down 

and stand on your smooth back ? 
First comes lynx, is my 

look-out. His firm claws 

hardly can scar your salt-washed skin. 


Yes, you may land. But let 
insects come out first. I 

must get used to the peck 

of your feet. Send the small first. 


rock 


is ahead of us. The old hard 

land. Here the rhinoceros 

may stamp his great foot again. Leap 
high, antelope. Roll over, lion, 

on his bare skin. He feels 

like a new beast, the 

solidest, the silentest, 

not for a growing in, but 

learning to walk on. 


Noah, I am feeling brutsed. Pour me 
some oil from the stomach of 

your sperm-whale. I need some, 

a little, to ease my old pores. 
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grass 


grows beyond rock. The fur 

of the soaked earth. The sweet 
green coat of the land we 

must stand upon. Ho, there, grass. 
Are you dry behind the ears after all 
that rain? Are you ready 

for my green-fly to clamber in 

your hair? Make room for 

my elephant to land on your hide. 


Noah, you may safely land. I was the 

first to dry. This is your 

warm and expected haven. And 

here is your long-lost dove and your raven. 
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THE RED HERRING 
after Cros 


There was once a high wall, a bare wall. And 
against this wall, there was a ladder, 

a long ladder. And on the ground, 

under the ladder, there was a red 

herring. A dry red herring. 


And then a man came along. And in his hands 


(they were dirty hands) this man had 
a heavy hammer, a long nail 
(it was also a sharp nail) and 
a ball of string. A thick ball of string. 


All right. So the man climbed up 

the ladder (right up to the top) 

and knocked in the sharp nail : 

spluk! Just like that. 

Right on top of the wall. The bare wall. 


Then he dropped the hammer. It dropped 
right down to the ground. And onto the nail 
he tied a piece of string, a long 

piece of string, and onto the string 

he tied the red herring. The dry red herring. 


And let it drop. And then he climbed 

down the ladder (right down 

to the bottom), picked up the hammer 

and also the ladder (which was pretty heavy) 
and went off. A long way off. 


And since then, that red herring, the dry 
red herring on the end of the string, which is 
quite a long piece, has been 

very very slowly swinging and 

swinging to a stop. A full stop. 


a9 
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I expect you wonder why I made 

up this story, such a simple story. Well, 
I did it just to annoy people. 

Serious people. And perhaps also 

to amuse children. Small children. 
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KING USPUD 


a Christian ballet in three acts; adapted from a scenario by 
J. P. Contamine de la Tour 


(The cast consists of a single speaking character: King Uspud. 
In addition a number of spirits and demons appear in silence. 
These include: the Christian Church, saints (male and fe- 
male), martyrs and father-confessors, representatives of the 
seven orders of angels and Christ, in person, on the Cross.) 


ACT I 


(The scene is a desolate shore. In the foreground, a brazen 
idol. Far off, we hear the sea. King Uspud enters, dressed in 
the robes of a Turkish pirate.) 


I come from Christian torment, bearing spoils 
To heap before this idol for a fire. 

Behold, smoke rises from them. Hold! It changes, 
Vanishes into air as flying babes. 


(There is a tremendous thunderclap. The idol falls in frag- 
ments. Uspud is distraught.) 


Now the sky whitens. Who is this fine dame 

All garbed in cloth of gold, and in her breast 

A dagger thrust, who bold before me stands 

With arms outstretched ? Art thou that Christian Church 
Whom I hear sworn of, and am hated by? 

Behold, I grub up sand and rub my eyes. 


(Trumpets sound. A procession of martyrs files past in heaven, 
cursing Uspud.) 


Well, I will get up stones, and fling at thee. 


(Uspud throws stones at the Christian Church. They change 
into balls of fire. Fury consumes him.) 
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With this great rock I will demolish thee, 
Burst thee to germans. Ha, it bursts with vigour ! 


(Flames break from the rock, and then turn into stars. A ter- 
rible storm begins.) 


Enb oF Act ONE 


ACT II 


(The scene is King Uspud’s palace. Uspud is praying to his 
household gods.) 


What are these demons which arise and vanish ? 
Some have the form of men with heads of beasts : 
Jackal and tortoise; lynx and crocodile; 
Sea-woodcock, wolf, ox, tiger; bison, fish, 
Unicorn, sheep and goat; spider and gnu; 
Serpent, agouti; ostrich, dog and boar; 

Cuckoo, baboon; crab, albatross and mole; 

Old bull, red caterpillar, antelope. 


(Uspud is afraid, and tries to fly. However, the demons sur- 
round him and beat him.) 


I strive to free my head, yet can I not. 
The very walls retire, and run with blood. 
Alas, poor Uspud! 


(A Roman tribunal now appears. Before the seated lictors, 
slaves are undergoing torture. Uspud, in his dismay, cries out 
to heaven.) 


Lo, now the Christian Church appears anew, 
White as the snow, and lucid as a gem. 
Egyptian lotus flowers from her feet 

And from her breast she draws her bloody dirk. 
I feel her thrust it through, and through again. 
Ah Christ, I die in ecstas-agony. 
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(At this point, an enormous crucifix bursts from the ground 
and rears up to heaven, drawing the Christian Church with 


it.) 


Hark to the choir of angels of the Lord : 
Seraphs, archangels, cherubin; and thrones, 
Virtues and dominations in the height; 
Singing a hymn. 


(A wide light envelops Uspud. He falls*to his knees, beating 
his breast.) 


I am converted to the Christian Church. 


Enp oF Act Two 


ACT III 


(The scene is a mountain-top. In the foreground, a Cross. 
Uspud, dressed in sack-cloth, lies prostrate before the Cross.) 


Long time have I lain here in tears and prayer 
And lo, as I now lift my eyes to Christ, 

He frees his right arm from th’ infringing nails, 
Blesses me, disappears. 


(The holy spirit enters the breast of Uspud, and a procession 
of saints appears. They file past Uspud.) 


Behold St. Cleopheme, with teeth in hand; 

St. Micanar, his eyes upon a plate; 

The luckless Marcomir, with legs of lime; 

St. Induciomare, bleeding from his arrows; 

St. Chassebaigre, in confessor’s mauve; 

St. Lumore with a sword, St. Gebu rouged; 

Saints Glunde and Krenou, with wheel and sheep; 
St. Japuis next, doves breaking from his brow; 
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St. Umbeuse carding wool, St. Melou maimed; 
St. Vequin flayed alive, St. Purine stripped; 

St. Plan the monk, St. Lenu with his axe: 
Whose voices all, call me to martyrdom. 


(An unquenchable desire for martyrdom afflicts Uspud. He 
tears his sack-cloth off, and we see that underneath he is wear- 
ing the white habit of a monk. He begins to pray.) 


Now rise a myriad demons on all sides, 

Dressed as before in bestial forms of fear : 

Black dogs with horns of gold upon their brows; 
Fish-bodies with the heads and wings of birds; 
Giants with bulls’ heads, nostrils breathing fire. 


(Uspud again commends his soul to Christ, then yields him- 
self to the demons, who tear him to pieces with gusto.) 


Lo, now once more the Christian Church, in light 
Of dazzling glory comes, with angel guards, 

Bearing both palms and crowns, and takes my spirit. 
Within her arms she lifts me up to Christ, 

Whose rays fill all the sky. 


(Christ and Uspud embrace.) 


Enp oF Act THREE 


CURTAIN 


Sf 


THE WASP-WOMAN 
after Ponge 


I 
She could only mate in the air. Her body, 
a little heavier than 
a mosquito’s, the wings light and small, beating, 


hovered in a million cells. Each spent moment 
she seemed to quiver as if 
pinned on a fly-paper or drowning in thick 


honey. She moved as if trapped always at a 
point of crisis which made her 
the danger she was. Like a taut string whose touch 


burned or cut as it yielded its resonance, 
she hurt as she moved. From her 
belly the rich beating came. On the skin of 


plums her nails moved like a machine for plucking 
something out. If her clothes rasped 
on the edge of a plate, or brushed a cup where 


the dregs of sugar remained, you could feel the 
dark pull of the world’s honey, 
straining her muscles. 
II 
The electric tram moves 
on its rails. There is something deaf in repose 


and loud into gear about 
it too. It breaks at the waist as she did. Is 
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shrivelled by electricity like something 
fried. And if you touched her, she 
pricked. No shock, the venomous vibration from 


all her pores: but her body was softer, her 
flight wilder, more unforeseen, 
more dangerous than the even run of a 


thing on rails. 


III 


She was one of those wheeled machines 
that at certain seasons ride 
from farm to farm in the country, providing 


refreshment. A little pump grinding on wings. 
Nobody knowing how she 
maintained her internal state of a tense poise 


or constructed what she was selling. Whose whole 
activity was inside, 
a thing of mystery and presumed wisdom. 


A cauldron of jam, sealed from the air, and yet 
soft. And the drum in the groin 
causing her to see-saw, as she rose in flight. 


IV 


One must always classify what is know by 
a character which endures, 
and by which one could recognise it. And so 
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with her it is that skin. Perhaps rightly. I 
know nothing of it, I could 
never swear to it. And yet with that wasp it 


was not so odd to describe her wings as like 
membranes. Not that they looked like 
a dark hymen. It was for historical 


reasons. The abstraction remains, trailing the 
hard truths of a thing once felt. 
In the coils of the living science there lies 


the stretched, gauzy, tendentious, appropriate 
word for a wasp-woman. There 
is nothing more in this line. 


What else can one 


say? That she left her sting in the victim and 
succumbs to it ? In war that 
never pays. The elaborate touchiness — 


from fear or from over-sensitivity — 
has already punished her. 
She has no advantage in risking a new 


enemy, would zig-zag to miss a friend. I 
know my ways, she would say, if 
I attach myself it can only provoke 


a crisis. We are too far apart. If once 
I accepted the pulse of 
your world, I should spend my life in it. So launch 
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me in my groove and go on in yours. In the 
sleep-walking, the internal 
deadness. Forget about explaining things. It 


was then that the world gave her a little knock, 
and she dropped. I could oe 
crush her to death. 
VI 
(Or was it perhaps that she 
was touchy because of what she carried? And 
this justified her rage : her 
consciousness of its value ?) 
VII 
And yet this fine 
deadness which could destroy her (one blow, and she 
dropped) could also save her, or 
at least prolong her life. That dark wasp was so 
stupid (I don’t mean to abuse her) that if 
you cut her in two parts, she 
continued to live. She took two days to know 
she was dead. Her heart just went on beating. It 
beat faster than before. And 


surely this was the zenith of preventive 


stupidity ? Stupidity in the gut. 
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Vill 
Swarm: from exagmen : from ex 
agire: to push out. 
IX 
Such thirst perhaps from 
the slenderness of her waist. For the Greeks the 
brain was in the waist. And they 


used the same word for both. If it was sponge, they 


were right. 


X 


Why was it so? That of all creatures 
the fiercest one was the sun’s 
colour? And why are beaten things always the 


savagest ? 


XI 


She thrust into flesh as others 
delve into fruit. Would wrestle, 
mouth, warp, corrupt it. With her elastic-smooth, 


marmalade-black body would smash, pulp, erase 
the integrity of flesh, 
even alter its feel of being alive. 
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When a wasp bites at a fruit there is never 
such love-loathing, such many- 

legged, insectuous writhing. She worked like a 

black chemical, a violent process of 
decomposition, marring 


the flesh to a mess of pulp; exhausing the 


seed. 


XII 
Listen to the plum speaking. When the sun 
ejaculates his honey, 


it scorches my skin. If the brisk wasp works her 


sting into me, it rips my guts. 


XIII 


And she was 
always eager for the full 
honey-bin. Her temples quivering, her skin 


trembling, and then the butterflies in her crutch : 
a sort of squirt for sucking 
sweetness in. 
XIV 
First there was the furnace. And then 
the half-charred wasp was born, hissing, terrible 


and by no means a matter 
of indifference to Men-kind, for they faced 
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in her burning elegance their abortive 
hunger for speed and for closed 
flight through air. And in mine I saw an earthed fire 


whose wings gushed out in all directions, and on 
unforeseen trajectories. 
It burned as if on offensive missions from 


a nest in the ground. Like an engine out of 
control, sometimes it trembled 
as though she were not the mistress of her own 


destructiveness. So at first that fire spread in 
the earth, crackling, fluttering : 
and then when the wings were accomplished, the sexed 


wings, the antennaed squadrons broke out on their 
deadly business into the 
flesh, and their work began to be finished, I 


mean, her crime. 


XV 


In her swarm of words, the abrupt 
waspishness. But wait. Was this 
devised flutter in the trench any more than 


the weak rebellion of a few seeds, outraged 
by their sower ? It was their 
own violence that first brought them into his 


apron. No, go back. This was a fire whose wings 
gushed out in all directions, 
and on unforeseen trajectories. And I 
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faced in her burned elegance my abortive 
hunger for speed and for closed 
flight through air. Or must one look further. Here was 


the natural world on the wing. Her cruel 
divisions preparing their 
offensive against male tyranny. I bared 


my forests for their sting. But already her 
banked animosity was 
flowing away in random fury.... 


XVI 
A swarm 
of mute wasps worked over the countryside: and 


my unprotected nerves were 
worked over by her. 


XVII 
And then one knock, one sharp 


gun-shot. And she seemed (herself like a gun-shot 
recovering her fallen 
decisiveness) to hur] herself with all haste 


on her certain death. No, not quite. Like a shot, 
but less direct. As if when 
the bullets left the gun the air seduced them 


into forgetting their first intention, their 
straight road, their bitterness. Or 
as if an army were sent to occupy 
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the nerve centres of a key city, and, once 
inside the main gates, became 
absorbed into the bright things in windows, and 


visited the museums, and drank from the 
straws of the men sipping wine 
at the sidewalk cafés. 


XVIII 
And like gun-shots the 


little nibbling bites she had once taken out 
of a thing saved up: asa 
wasp riddles an upright wall of wormeaten 


wood. 


XIX 


Or you could call her the instrument of 
that world-honey I spoke of 
earlier. I mean a pent sweetness, needling, 


repeated, beginning feebly, but awkward 
to shake off, and then striking 
clear, with alternating force and weakness, and 


so on. As the crisp wasp might well be called the 
musical form of honey : 
ringing, insistent, devouring and fragile. 
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XX 


And so on. Perhaps one day there will be a 
critic. And he will REPROACH 
me for so inserting into poetry 


my importunate, irritating and dead 
wasp-woman. And will DENOUNCE 
the seductive appeal of her, and the way 


she appears in so many sharp pieces, and 
zig-zags. And will be DISTURBED 
at her lack of smooth co-ordination, and 


piquancy without depth (though not without some 
danger) and all that. And will 
treat my wasp-woman with all the abuse and 


puzzlement she so richly deserves. I shall 
not worry, dear reader. The 
harm was first done by a French poet in prose. 
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CLERINGER AND CO. 


Mituwsuip: Monday, January 11th 

Millinship is feeding his Weimaraner sugared almonds in 
the back of a taxi. The lights are against him as far as Warren 
Street. Beside the Odeon Cleringer has his telescopic sights 
trained from the rear window of a parked Ford. Nobody sees 
because of the Pathé cameras filming Lorrie Jeans outside 
Caratti’s. Any moment now the small black hole will appear in 
Millinship’s forehead. 


BERTHE STERMHOFF-LEwSOoNn : Friday, February 12th 

Berthe Stermhoff-Lewson is investigating a Greek mill at 
Mykonos. She stoops to avoid the wormeaten rafters. Flour 
spreads on her tartan shawl. Before that fine sawdust has 
turned into bread Cleringer will break her neck on the spiral 
stairs. Crouching below the creaking axle he hears the miller’s 
donkey nuzzling her dropped stop-watch. 


ALLEGRO SOANE: Tuesday, March 8th 

Allegro Soane is eating oatcakes at 43 Cadogan Square. He 
can hear Listen With Mother through the open window 
from the air hostesses’ new Ferranti. Crossing his legs he wishes 
Milly Dorham’s suspender-belt were a bit bigger. Cleringer has 
filled his water-pistol at the acid bath and taken his seat on the 
lavatory roof. There will soon be blood and fire amidst those 
Blackwood’s Magazines. 


N. B. CrurksHAank : Wednesday, April 17th 

N. B. Cruikshank taps his teeth with a paper-knife. Mont- 
morency stubs out his Peter Stuyvesant in a Boer War shell- 
case. Where is the ash-blond secretary? Where is the negro 
cleaning-woman? Cleringer has locked them both in the 17th 
floor directors’ boys’ room: and is pulling on his black elastic 
gloves already. 
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LiLuiAN ARTICLES : Tuesday, May 24th 

Lillian Articles has just sold the world’s largest paper back 
to Norman Fingus. Her steel heels click on the wet pavements 
of Kansas City. No-one is following her. Lillian is sixty. Clerin- 
ger has just filled the box of crackers she is about to buy with 
dirty mottoes. 


STRAWBRIDGE ZEBRA: Sunday, June 18th 

Strawbridge Zebra is making good time on the cinder track 
at Cincinnati. Walter Abel has four hundred dollars on him to 
win. The crowd is yelling its head off under the arc-lights. 
Cleringer has appeared at the last bend with a tin of Murgo’s. 
How could any dog refuse? 


P. JoHANSSEN HEALEY: Thursday, July 3rd 

P. Johanssen Healey hums a snatch of Telemann as he leans 
back in the dentist’s power-operated neck-rest. Behind his ear 
the Malayan nurse is crunching peppermints. Alas, it is Cler- 
inger who adjusts the gas-cap. Even the faience frog in the 
waiting room is aware of the possibilities. The clock ticks as if 
for a funeral. 


Puiip STROEBEL: Saturday, August 29th 

Philip Stroebel is cleaning between his toes with a chop- 
stick. The steam rises from the Ali Baba jar. Somewhere be- 
hind the wainscotting his pet sparrow nibbles at hay seed. 
Away In A Manger sing the King’s College choir on his 
Japanese transistor. But Cleringer is already stretching the 
noose over the tie-wringer. 
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Lrnpsay WorrAL: Monday, September Ist 

Lindsay Worral puts the finishing touches to her new face 
in the cabin mirror. Up on deck Sir Arthur Maltravers has 
twice consulted his half hunter to see if the eggs are boiling. 
Gulls on the freshly painted masthead are alert and decorative. 
Behind the starboard life-boat Cleringer is cramped for space 
as he loads his air-rifle. Salt gathers on his walrus moustache. 


SPICER: Sunday, October 12th 

Spicer pilots his air-conditioned biplane over Merthyr Tyd- 
fil. Portingham in the rear seat is reading Eye-opener. Sweat 
beads on his brow at the indiscretions of Elsa. Spicer’s lips curl 
as he loops the loop. Cleringer, as he watches through binocu- 
lars, is wondering when the bomb will go off. 


Burstwicu Major: Wednesday, November 15th 

Burstwich Major is jumping well in the home straight. The 
sack race is almost over. Little does he know that the poison 
spider is already nestling in the last barrel. Findle Minor grasps 
his testicles but is disqualified. Cleringer is clapping. 


STARMAN : Friday, December 10th 

Starman is ticking names on The Flying Scotsman. The 
first class carriage is empty except for him and Cleringer. Out- 
side, the passing Yorkshire moors are a welcome change after 
the city. Starman is happy. ‘ Have you a light? ’ says Cleringer 
as he helps him through the window. The sharp rocks gently 
caress his cheek-bones as he falls. 
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FIN DU GLOBE 


RULES 


The game is best played with a dealer and four players who 
are known as North, South, East and West. The pack consists 
of 52 postcards and 4 fin du globe cards which should be shuf- 
fled by the dealer before each reading. An approximately 
equal number of cards should be handed by the dealer to each 
of the four players. These cards may be arranged in any order 
provided they are kept face down until they are read. Players 
must read the first card in their hand when called on by the 
dealer who may call them in any order he chooses provided 
the same player is not called on twice running. Each hand is 
terminated by the first player who turns up and reads out one 
of the four fin du globe cards. The game is best played in three 


hands. 


SEATOLLER : The Captain 

to Rodrigo 
It has rained every day. In- 
deed, the annual mean rain- 
fall here is the highest in Eng- 
land. We can only get the 
photographs by bubble-car. I 
can hardly believe that Milli- 
cent is lonely, but keep the 
dogs leashed. I shall write 
later. 


Courtelle to 

Sigmund 
In the hills they say there are 
Indians who believe in the 
myth of the Flood. We shall 
need their resolution. My love 
to Johnny. But don’t do any- 
thing yet about the van Loon. 
The tide may turn. 


Bocota: 


KaracuHi: Sigmund to the 

Captain 
I am feeling a little sick. Last 
night I discovered a copy of 
your book with a bullet-hole 
in the spine. The heat is 
certainly terrific. If the 
Chinese attack again, there is 
nothing for it but to cede the 
Nagas. Without machine-guns 
we are nothing. 


INISHBOFFIN : Raymond 

Allister to Elvira Norman 
There is no hope. Verne is 
aware of the stresses, but what 
can he do? If only we had 
artillery! The North Col is a 
possible route, as you say. But 
I think the Bishop should go 
in first. 


ANDRITSAINA : 

Nicholas Emery to 

Commander Singal 
I have just picked up the news 
from the South Gap on the 
Gabo transistor. We must act 
soon in the Cheddar Gorge. 
Despite the weather the 
temple was looking extremely 
sexy. I signed my name in the 
visitor’s book in a thunder- 
storm. Klebben is drying out 
by the fire. 


Rivers to 
Favorita 
The airship is well on its way 
to Afghanistan. In this climate 
the Captain should be over 
the Gulf by Sunday. The 
Casbah is alive with rumours. 
Why don’t the Hussars ad- 
vance in the Khyber? How 
far is Alaric from Moscow? 


SAMARCAND : 


NEUESCHWANSTEIN : Sir 

Roger Green to Rodrigo 
I arrived yesterday. The soap 
is atrocious. From my _ bed- 
room window I can see the 
bridge which Wagner men- 
tions in Parsifal. How Eric 
kept the Exchequer intact is 
a mystery. Remember that if 
all else fails we may still be 
able to enter Liechtenstein by 
the cable-car. 
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ALcrERs : Philippa to 
Mrs. Noakes 
This morning I found a 


scarab inside a packet of cry- 
stallised figs. Of course, it may 
all be coincidence. We asked 
the porter, but he speaks no 
German. I am resting behind 
the fourth window from the 
left on the third floor of the 
small chateau in the fore- 
ground. Remember there are 
only four more days. 


TRISTAN DA CuNHA: Sybil to 

Runciman 
The midget submarines are 
already off Corsica. The 
Bishop will send you full in- 
structions by the helicopter. If 
Bridget won’t believe you, 
wire for a new propeller. And 
keep the lines clear. The ball 
is at everyone’s feet now. 


Fort Wortu: The Bishop 
to Amos Long 
I have had to work my elec- 
tric razor from the light soc- 
ket. The son et lumiére is 
magnificent but the rockets 
have kept me awake half the 
night. Watch out for the 
movements of the Baltic 
Squadron. I anticipate a 
disastrous fall in Consols. My 
blessing to Peter and Paul. 
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Mexico City: Miss Emily 
Nonesince to 
Commander Singal 
The new stamps are extreme- 
ly indecent. They show the 
voladores with nothing on but 
wings. I know the camera 
works, but we cannot afford 
to take any risks. I shall try 
to get a message through by 
the Thunderbird. We must be 
patient, liebchen. 


BaLLysHANNON: The Bishop 

to Earl Boyes 
The Portuguese destroyers 
have relieved Marangatam. 
Sir Giles was caught — quite 
literally — with his trousers 
down. The Exchange is cock- 
a-hoop. I have put my shirt 
on gilt-edged. What a lovely 


thing the Bloody Foreland is! 


Sir Lucas 
Crowther to 
Otto van Fleet 
Do you know that when the 
French advanced they picked 
out Jeremy by his green 
cockade? I believe the 
Orange-men are still at bay 
in the Maddermarket. Why 
ever did Nancy paint them in 
slick greys? Fenris has learnt 
to bark in Morse. But the sky 
is black with Finnish cara- 
velles. 


OTTAWA: 


MONTEVIDEO : Ludovic 
Meyer Smith to 
Miss Emily Nonesince 
I apologise for the cigarette 
burn. This morning our em- 
bassy was incinerated by the 
Czech insurgents. Mountjoy 
has taken refuge in the docks. 
We shall try to ship him out 
in an orange-box. I recom- 
mend a red alert for the 
passenger pigeons. 


MELBOURNE: — Perrutz and 

Nellie to Sir Roger Green 
Mandryk is inconsolable. An 
anarchist has poisoned one of 
these bears with a eucalyptus 
leaf. How is Natchka? The 
Sydney papers are full of the 
gliding trials on Helvellyn. I 
think the imperial fleet will 
move in the Baltic. 


SALT Lake City: Rodrigo 
to Courtelle 
This morning Boris was killed 
by an air-gun pellet outside 
the Tabernacle. The police 
have made extensive enquiries 
but no-one can shed any light 
on either the motive or the 
possible culprit. As you see, it 
is a long building a little like 
a sugar loaf. I have suffered 
a mild recurrence of orchitis. 
Perhaps I shall buy a chihua- 
hua. 


AMALFI: Sprock to 
The Captain 
In the Cloister of Paradise 
this morning I encountered a 
small boy with a wen. He is 
not, of course, in the picture. 
Gretchen has bought a bikini 
embroidered with turtles in 
white silk. For breakfast 
yesterday we ate a new species 
of cray-fish. Alaric is well. 


Pitcairn ISLAND: 
Commander Singal to 
Squadron Leader Baring 
We boarded the S.S. Paradise 
off Tongareva. The crew put 
up a stiff fight, but we 
cracked the hold. There were 
forty three Malayan rifles in 
banana-cases. Now do you 
see we must intervene in 
Penang? I am writing this 
full steam ahead for Guaya- 
quil. 


BASALT Sprincs: Adolphus 


Pratt to . 


Squadron Leader Baring 
We are eight thousand feet 
above Copenhagen. Observe 
the clarity of the air. I have 
ridden all morning in a Wes- 
tern saddle. At night our 
satellites are like gems in the 
Queen of Sheba’s diadem. I 
know we shall win. 
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Mykonos: Lord Maundy to 

Miss Anstruther 
We are surely safe here, not 
three miles from Apollo’s 
lions. I have hired myself a 
flat in the village. It is all 
yellow now, from the rays. If 
the Captain rings tonight, I 
am ready. Believe me, Gwen- 
doline, we are going under 
with all flags flying. 


ENTEBBE : Solly Jaggers 
to the 
Queen of Windhoek 
The Albertville Regatta was a 
great success. Our probation 
officers were the pride of 
Mozambique in their coon- 
skin loincloths. This turbu- 
lence in the zinc mines must 
soon subside. Majesty, we are 
both in up to our necks. But 
wait and see, we shall laugh 
together in Broken Hill. 


ROTTERDAM : Miss 

Anstruther to Courtelle 
The marijuana was in the 
joy-stick. You had better 
make your getaway in the 
Puss Moth. I suggest a 
straight course over Chesham 
and Princes Risborough. Re- 
member what Jacob said. 
There is no meaning or pur- 
pose; only the codes. 
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LyM_E REcIs : Morgan 
Everest to 
Sir Linstock Esher 
They will get me in five 
minutes. I have four slugs 
left. Here in the Shell Tower, 
my leader, the last outpost of 
Western values is crumbling. 
What wouldn’t I give for a 
thimbleful of taquila! Christ, 
they are coming. 


Kinc Grorce V Lanp: 

Felix Emberton to 

Miss Alison Peery 
I have bound your Medita- 
tions in seal-skin. The hover- 
craft is an asset, but what 
shall we do for bear-spears? 
The prefabricated igloos were 
not a success. The last John 
Collinson is alive with wood- 
mites. Dear Alison, I am 


snow-blind, I cannot see the 
Winkles. 


ASTRAKHAN : The Bishop 
to Lynx Raffles 
Canadian  Javelins have 


dropped four points. I am 
transferring a million rupees 
to Hercules Powder. The 
MSS are safe in Foochow. 
Who knows which way the 
mandarins will jump? I play- 
ed a hand of mah jong with 
Clovis yesterday. 


Sir Linstock Esher 
to Alvarez da Sala 
War has broken out with 
Albania. The Guatemalan 
auxiliaries have embarked in 
the Q-boat. I see no hope of a 
victory at Rifa Chiffa. Here 
on the quay the Chinese 
laundrymen are in arms for 
new mangles. A reward is out 
for Angus McFlyte. 


HAVANA: 


Alvarez 
da Sala to 
Ensign Lascelles 
Our ambassador has handed 
an ultimatum to the Gambian 
Foreign Minister. There is no 
hope of a settlement with the 
Greeks. If the English back 
their minelayers in the Ska- 
gerrak, we are done for. I am 
playing gin rummy with a 
Lapp chiropodist. Grizelda 
has had poor hands. 


PoRSANGER FyorpD : 


Vapuz: Courtelle to Rivers 
Our armed forces have multi- 
plied eight times. Here they 
are in their goatskin tunics. 
Given but resolution, we 
could hold the pass for thir- 
teen days with pea-shooters. 
What news, by the way, of 
Lynx Raffles? The Prince 
relies on his total annihilation 


of the Kurds at Orenburg. 


Wancanur: Clovis to Alaric 
The boys have taken the 
whole thing very well. We all 
went into the shelters singing 
the Te Deum. Runciman 
smashed the R.G.2 but we got 
the second stanza on the 
ribbon mike. I am_ very 
puzzled about the news from 
the Swiss border. How ever 
does Atalanta hope to win? 


GRONINGEN : 


Earl Boyes to 
Sister Eakins 
It is sealing wax, not blood, 
my darling. I have had to 
melt it over a paraffin lamp 
in the larder. Whiskers shall 
have a tin of ginger biscuits, 
but not for another day. To- 
night I can think of nothing 
except defeat in the 
Estuary of the Plate. They say 
the Amazons were superb. 


our 


Pretoria: Lynx Raffles to 
Morgan Everest 
The Glue Factory is already 
under pressure. These damn- 
ed Watutsi take some grind- 
ing down. The over-print is a 
joke, of course, but they do 
need volunteers. I am dead 
beat. They taught me the 
word for jig-a-jig in Swahili. 
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Curacao : The Queen 
of Windhoek to 
The Captain 
The artificial whale is already 
inside the harbour. Momssen 
has cabled that every man 
will do his duty. Five, four, 
three, two, one, zero. That 
was it. Congratulate me, 
Solly, the whole of Bolivia is 
in Javan hands. 


STARBUCK ISLAND : The 
Queen of Windhoek 
to the Captain 
The P.G.N. commando has 
landed at West Point. Sir 
Hilary has held the four 
beaches, but Nathan says it is 
only time. I remember once 
at Cape Farewell we beat 
them back with soup-ladles. 
Here by the swamp I can 
smell the peccaries. I am not 
enamoured of a life of whale- 
steaks. 


SEVASTOPOL: The Captain 

to Favorita 
I believe Mountjoy was shot 
with a German-ground Beret- 
ta. The ace of spades was 
found tucked in his left 
trouser turn-up. I have had to 
live on caviare. And this view 
of the Black Sea is not origi- 
nal. Still, we persist. 
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Elvira 
Norman to 
Simon Hardcastle 
I have caught and tamed a 
whistling hyena. Alas, his 
dung is the colour of grape- 
fruit juice. First it was fluo- 
ride and now these pills.” I 
would willingly drown the 
Queen of Windhoek in her 
African cointreau. Have 
these people no shame? 


GROOTFONTEIN : 


Dar Es Sataam: Tregenza 
to Sigmund 
You remember what Niet- 
schze said about the tortoise ? 
This is it. I have never eaten 
so many betel-nuts in my life. 
The jeeps are still hunting for 
Peregrine in the Bong. The 
rhinoceros detail has with- 
drawn, of course, but the 
compensation is still a very 
open question. 


AMRITSAR : Strangeways 
to Manley 
There are strikes in the man- 
ganese refinery. The polo 
ponies are dying of rickets at 
Simla. They tell me _ that 
Crazy Horse has escaped from 
Berlinnie. With that hair-do 
he can hardly hire a jaguar. 
Still, it is no smiling matter. 


Canon 
Slocombe to 
Amos Long 
The zeppelins were a fine 
sight from the rampart. How 
I wonder what Raymond 
Allister would have thought ! 
We played a few hands of 
bézique once in the pensione. 
He was always a lover of 
good cigars. Remember to 
send my driving licence. 


SAN Marino: 


EASTER ISLAND: Sangster 
and Forbes to 
Canon Slocombe 
We saw the bombers go over- 
head this morning. It seemed 
as if all the gods were craning 
their necks to look. I have 
finished the second volume of 
your Treitschke. There is no 
more moving analysis in the 
language. We are spending 
most of our time in the sea. 


Novosipirsk: Runciman to 

Ludovic Meyer Smith 
We are out of shillings for the 
gas-meter. I am writing this 
in my balaclava. Even the 
opera has closed. I shall try to 
break the road-blocks with a 
snow-plough. But I think we 
are trapped. 


ANGMAGSALIK : Nicholas 
Emery to Professor Stolz 
The last Arabian was four 
feet tall. We found his body 
three hundred yards from the 
filling-station. There were 
skeletons of a hundred mice in 
the spars of a bran-tub. They 
must have had it rough. Re- 
member me to Mrs. Noakes. 


PEKING : Ensign Lascelles 
to the 
Burgomaster of Coventry 
I have burned a hole in my 
sou’wester with the electric 
iron. The perils of travelling! 
I have just heard the news. 
The giant pandas have strip- 
ped the bamboo forests as far 
as Kanchenjunga. What on 
earth can have caused this 
population explosion ? 


Amos Long to 
Patch Codron 
I can hear the Greek maids 
hoovering the Captain’s bed- 
room. I hope the bloodstains 
will respond to the spot-lifter. 
It was quite a party. We got 
the first four with the Maxim 
gun, but Repetto escaped in 
the bread-lift. To think that 
Garibaldi set out from such a 
tiny bay! 


TAORMINA : 


ip: 


BEERSHEBA: Julius Andover 

to Simon Hardcastle 
I deeply regret the news from 
Helsingfors. If the barricades 
are up in the flea-market, let 
Felix Emberton retire. I know 
my longhand is appalling, but 
persevere, Simon. I am bleed- 
ing from the groin. And they 
shot my secretary. 


Sir Lucas 
Crowther to 
The Captain 
I am sheltering in the smallest 
room of the Lithuanian con- 
sulate. Forgive my handwrit- 
ing. The illuminations are 
distracting. Jellaby did all he 
could, but the zebra-men 
were too much. In _ five 
minutes I shall make a dash 
for the mail-van. 


MavritTivs : 


SoutH Suretps: McFlayle 

to Mr. Evans 
I am on my way to the Rich- 
mond Trailer Festival. There 
are broken Rileys in all the 
lay-bys. For an hour and half 
we shall pay our homage to 
Wisley and Deans. If only 
Algy would use the apple and 
biscuit mine. We could break 
the Tay Boom with a single 
charge. 


74 


Favorita to 
Lord Maundy 
I have won four thousand 
milreis at the animal game. 
Alicia had bought a handbag 
of ostrich-skin, so I played the 
crocodile. One should never 
jump to conclusions. They say 
da Sala has broken all records 
at the Durban Book Fair. My 


PARANAGUA : 


respects to the Duke of 

Tandy. 

ABERDEEN : Repetto to 
Sprock 


The herring-boats are full of 
poisoned mackerel. The dead 
lobster is in the creel. I am 
typing this to be shown at 
once to Elvira Norman. Tell 
your beads, my dear, for a 
sick retriever. And keep your 
fingers crossed. 


Conway CASTLE : 
Lieutenant Flyte to 
Commander Singal 

We are down to the last bar- 
rel of apples. Bartholomew 
has fled. The men are living 
on dead mice. I have tested 
the life-belts, but even the 
rubber has perished. I am 
emptied of everything except 
the desire to hold out for 
another day. 


Mrs. Noakes 
to the 
Duke of Tandy 
Away we go on my new 
Corona Marauder! And what 
a victory for our men in the 
Hinge of Borneo! The Creole 
paratroops are already shell- 
ing the Community Centre. 
Here on the sixth floor I can 
hear the volcano. I must try 
sleeping with ear-plugs. 


KANAZAWA: 


CASTELVETRANO: Millicent 

to Sir Lucas Crowther 
I am reading the sonnets of 
Gertrude Thimbleby. There 
is nothing like them in Eng- 
lish. Father, I know, you are 
off to Mangalore. Let Amber 
advance one single reason 
why this koati should die. I 
am ill with hate. 


PALERMO : Sigmund to 
Perrutz and Nellie 
This morning my hearing-aid 
was broken at Monreale. I 
can hardly believe it was an 
accident. In the Corpus 
Christi procession Vencini 
spat in the gutter as he passed 
below their posters. Here at 
the Britannique the sea-food 
is excellent. But how can it 
last ? 
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THE SKI MURDERS 


AUTHOR’S NOTE 

Consultants of this encyclopaedia-poem may find it conveni- 
ent to work according to some arbitrary or appropriate pro- 
gramme dictated by a sequence of letters. These could either 
be meaningless, e.g, PZTE RFGN QQLX? or (perhaps 
better) grammatical phrases or sentences, e.g., ‘ WHO’S FOR 
TENNIS?’ Naturally, one may want to apply the rule of one 
consultation one letter, so that in the example given the pro- 
gramme will be WHO’S FR TENI? A full reading of the 
encyclopaedia is not necessary to appreciate the main elements 
of the story, nor will complete acquaintance with the entries 
entirely solve the mystery. The ski murders remain the enigma 


they always were. 


AnaraAkK: She felt his warm 
hand moving against the 
polished zippers of her poc- 
ket. In a moment the cold 
pouch would be opened, the 
photographs recovered. Grit- 
ting her teeth, she forced her 
head round and had thrust 
her shoulder against the laced 
front of his crimson anarak 
before the big man could 
turn. His gloved fist eased 
back and he grunted as his 
winded body fell in the hard 
snow of the toboggan run. 

BLoop Pressure: It was 
high, but she would live. 
Miles knew that. Through the 
glass wall of her centrally- 
heated bedroom he could see 
the black flicker of Z-cars 
(q.v.) in the sound-proofed 
aprés-ski lounge. Christ, he 


thought, when will they grow- 
up? 


Cortina: Inez dipped her 
cloth in the oil and gently 
drew it along the curved 
black blade. There was some- 
thing sensuous, almost sexual, 
in this intimate washing and 
cleaning of such an immacu- 
late and deadly implement. 
The straps into which her 
feet went, the long flat under- 
surface, the uptilted tip — 
she shivered at the thought of 
their caress on the crisp snow. 
Here in Cortina the symbol- 
ism of these instruments was 
appallingly close. She fingered 
her corduroy vole (q.v.) and 
lay back on the bloodshot 
candlewick of the bedspread. 


Dous_Le Diamonp : Cusumba 
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was frightened. The thought 
of Prestwich’s body down 
there in the sleigh-shed was 
on his mind. He ordered a 
second double diamond and 
watched the dark brown 
liquid froth from the can with 
a strange sense of achieve- 
ment. At least he had not lost 
the power to order a drink. 
A Manx band struck up in 
the patio. He could hear the 
snow-owls in the pines. Life 
was a possibility. 


Exposure METER: It seemed 
to Prestwich as the old Rollei- 
flex gently bumped the téte de 
négre behind his fair-isle 
cardigan that the best hiding- 
place might well be the least 
expected. He fingered the 
bakelite exposure meter in its 
calfskin holder. Here? Not 
forty yards away the Count 
was rehearsing his tourna- 
ment chassis on the packed 
slopes of the ski-school. 


Fercuson: To the Count as 
he went down for the fourth 
time on the Chinese pye-dog 
the pocked leather case on the 
radiator was a mask of pain. 
Children’s Hour (though 
how could they pick it up?) 
came out as a scream. de 
Montfort was buckling on his 
puce gauntlets for the coup 


de grace. There was no time, 
the Count thought, there was 
no time. But he rose to his 
knees and, reaching with 
bleeding fingers for the tiny 
black box which could save 
him, switched the white disc 
onto Luxembourg. It was 
accident, but the foreign 
music stopped the blow. 


GENETIC Cope: With his ice- 
axe Cusumba hacked the 
Third U in the wall of the 
glacier. Overhead he could 
hear the Sikorski (q.v.) circ- 
ling. Those great battering 
wings! Like the yellow horn- 
bills in the elephant’s grave- 
yard of the Congo. Would 
the Irish zeppelin be in time 
to read the message before 
the thaw? Already he felt the 
ice warm to his sweating 
cheek. He visualised the swol- 
len gold cigar in the clear air 
of this last resort he had so 
loved. Raganza came to the 
mullioned windows of the 
gondola. He was holding his 
German binoculars. The 
black lenses tightened on the 
distant ice-fall. 


Huysmans: Prestwich ran 
his nail-file across the rough 
white string of the package. 
It frayed, broke, curled away 
on the polished pine-blocks. 


He began to unwrap the 
heavy cartridge paper with a 
sense of mounting excitement. 
Any moment now he would 
hold the key to the genetic 
code (q.v.) in his hands. The 
book itself, when it fell at last 
from the underlying tissue, 
was a disappointment: slim, 
black, encased in cheap linsen 
boards. He turned it over in 
his stubby hands. Could this 
really be the answer to the 
problems of Ulster? (q.v.) 


It1nx : The glass bubble spun 
on its metal wire. As she 
fought for breath in her gas- 
mask, Inez could see the 
world whirling like a storm 
of snow in a paper-weight. 
Her lashing ski-boot flung 
open the gilt-edged complete 
Huysmans (q.v.), and she 
watched the elaborate pages 
of A Rebours unfurl on the 
wet rubber as Ellington bent 
over her prostrate body. In a 
wave of dizziness she could 
feel the escalating roundabout 
of passion engulf her. 


Jew’s Harp: The Count be- 
gan to pluck absent-mindedly 
at the strings of his anarak 
(q.v.) as he climbed the ski- 
slope. In the spare pocket of 
his camera-case there was a 
small grey musical instrument 
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whose purpose and name he 
had not yet learnt. His brows 
furrowed as he strove to re- 
member the definition of a 
jew’s-harp: could that be it? 
It would all fit—the be- 
draggled Kafka (q.v.), the 
doped Weetabix (q.v.), the 
alert face of Immelman in 
the helicopter. 


Karka: Ninian accepted the 
consequences. As she fastened 
the little capsule against the 
glue-stiffened entrenchment 
of the spine, she wondered 
what Kafka would have 
thought. That sly, oppressed 
Czech, that justice-ridden 
Jew: how could he have 
known the agonies of the 
secret agent, the midnight 
hallucinations of the spy in 
the ski-resort ? 


LicHTER FurL: The Count 
squeezed the tiny rubber 
cylinder in his fingers. The 
plastic measurer lay glistening 
slightly in the candle-flame on 
the edge of his bed. He smelt 
the exciting, raw odour of 
petrol. Once, twice, he nipped 
the pierced end of the little 
container: and smiled grimly 
to himself as the bulging 
drops oozed and dripped into 
their slowly filling bath. Out- 
side the window, Miles Elling- 


78 


ton had moved the catch on 
his Derringer. 


Minox : The matt aluminium 
felt cool against his burning 
cheek. He lay in the snow and 
took it. Give or take five 
minutes the Italian police 
would reach the ski-station by 
seven o'clock. Beaumaris had 
a good start but he could 
never work the pedals in 
those clogs. Still, it was a good 
start. If only the first roll had 
been developed on Friday! 
That fourteenth shot of 
Ninian Rich in the deep end 
would do the trick. Thank 
God for the built-in exposure 
meter (q.V.), Cusumba 
thought, as he fell back on the 
vellum Kafka (q.v.) 


Nostaucia: The film spread 
easily over her damp skin. 
Cool, glossy and crackling, it 
encased her bosom like a layer 
of varnish. They would never 
think to look for it there. For 
a moment she felt a stab of 
nostalgia for the old methods, 
the negatives in the bran 
barrel, the contact prints 
listed in a cigar catalogue. But 
the weakness passed. She was 
soon striding over the creak- 
ing boards of the tea-chalet 
towards the chair-lift. 


Omo: ‘The _ white — suds 


bubbled in the lavender basin. 
Inez caught her creamed face 
in the glass. My God, she 
thought, what wouldn’t I 
give to be a man for once. 
Her cool nails moved on the 
taut skin of her bust, slipped 
to the side, released the firm 
catch. In the pale orange light 
from the wall fitment Ninian 
watched the proud nipples 
lift and pout as their pink 
shell dropped in the foaming 
bowl. It was several minutes 
before she grasped the full 
implications. 


Peccary: de Montfort 
ground his teeth. In the Arn- 
heim zoo once they had fed 
a peccary together. The fasti- 
dious little pig had come on 
high toes to nibble fudge from 
her hand. As the wind whip- 
ped his bared face in the 
darkness he began to count 
the years since anyone had 
touched his cheek as she had. 
Pull yourself together, man, 
he found himself muttering, 
there is work to be done for 
the people of Ulster (q.v.). 


Quetta: The little bastard 
just might have been born 
there, too. You never knew. 
No wonder the English were 
dying, Inez thought, as she 
felt once again the magnifi- 


cent ilinx (q.v.) of the tumb- 
ling ski-lift : no wonder, when 
men like Prestwich were in 
control. She hugged her mink 
anarak (q.v.) tighter round 
her elegant shoulders and 
watched the sun glinting on 
the Count’s skis. 


RoLuEIFLEX: The body of 
Simon Prestwich lay in the 
smashed laths of the sleigh- 
shed. There seemed to be a 
smell of burnt cordite in the 
air. Miles knelt beside him, 
the revolver smoking in his 
hand. The Rolleiflex they had 
come to know so well was 
broken open, the film had 
gone. Miles buried his head 
in his hands. 


Sikorski: The great fans of 
the Russian helicopter beat 
the air. Through the snow- 
encrusted perspex Immelman 
could see the tiny black figure 
far below on the glacier. 
What was the stupid bastard 
doing there? He slipped the 
brown octagon of a zube 
between his teeth and crunch- 
ed thoughtfully as his wasp- 
coloured machine hovered 
over the snow-fields. There 
was work to do here for the 
de-coding unit at a quick 
guess. 
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Tete Dre Necre: Miles El- 
lington allowed the blade to 
sink at its own speed through 
the chocolate-studded ball on 
his plate. Very few of these 
were available at such lofty 
altitudes, he knew, and of 
those no more than a quarter 
were impregnated to the full 
with the real Spanish sherry 
he could so surely taste the 
flavour of in this one. He 
paused with the last morsel 
half way to his lips as the 
sound of a muffled explosion 
came to his ears. It had come 
from somewhere down there 
in the fir plantation. 


ULsTER: What on earth 
were they doing it for, de 
Montfort asked himself in the 
freezing men’s-room. For a 
one-horse republic in an 
under-populated island? Not 
even for that: for a two-bit 
dependency of the English 
Empire. As he drew the silver 
teeth together in his groin, a 
hair caught and he cursed, 
fluently, in Yiddish. Outside, 
the Irish lace of the snow fell 
like a judgment on the half- 
buried pages of The Castle. 


VoLE: Inez Lawson-Emery 
had nothing on. Not even the 
radio, Cusumba reflected, as 
he pressed his bloodshot eye 
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against the ivory key escut- 
cheon of her bedroom door. 
In the nun-shaped aperture of 
cream and gold fur exposed 
to the eye the most striking 
novelty was the maroon cor- 
duroy vole on her dressing- 
table. Its beady eye stared 
fixedly into his own beside the 
superb coppery buttocks en- 
throned on their Danish 
leather stool. Now, he 
thought, and was through the 
door with his hand on the 
shutter as the long tanned 
body rose to its full height on 
the pony-skin. 


WEETABIX: Of course, there 
would really have been 
eighteen to the packet: but 
Miles Ellington had other 
things to think about as he 
pasted down the cardboard 
flap of his elaborate decoy. 
Licking salt from his fingers 
he tipped the last spoonful of 
strawberry Yoghurt down his 
throat and rose to leave the 
table. That porrage-hating 
nigger was in for a thin time 
with his orange juice. 


XENIA: Yes, it was there, 
once; at Nauplion, in winter. 
Nobody left but the regulars 
and Miles. I saw him first in 
the sun-lounge with his feet 
on a Moorish coffee-table, 


Fife Education 


reading Huysmans (q.v.). We 
exchanged the usual greetings. 
I in my squalid pullover, he 
in his Chester-Barry two- 
piece. Over an ouzo we 


hatched The Plan. 


Yocuurt: The little jar 
rested lightly in Ellington’s 
bronzed fingers. Nothing dis- 
turbed the early evening 
silence but the click of spoons. 
He licked his lips. That stupid 
breakfast food would have to 
do the job. Cortina was hard- 
ly the place for gun-play. And 
that little affair of the Count’s 
broken rib-cage had taken 
some hushing up. If only the 
old yobbo had learned to ski. 
With a single smooth move- 
ment the spy rose and turned 
as Cusumba’s grin blockaded 
the doorway. 


Z-Cars : Ninian slid her long 
legs one by one into the tight 
elastic sheath of her midnight 
blue stretch pants. There 
would scarely be room for an 
extra fountain pen in these, 
she reflected, as she studied 
the silent unrolling of Z-cars 
on the foreign screen. What 
use would sound have been in 
a language of which she knew 
no single word save the one 
for making love? 
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George MacBeth’s earlier book The 
Broken Places (Scorpion Press, 1963) 
was recommended by The Poetry 
Book Society and a joint winner of 
the first Sir Geoffrey Faber Memorial 
Award for the best book of poems by 
a writer under forty published in 1962 
or 1963. One of the poems in it, 
‘Report To The Director’, was 
awarded seventh prize in the Taras 
Shevchenko. Memorial Prize com- 
petition. 
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Civilization, we then say, has grown more 


serious; it assigns only a secondary place to 
playing. The heroic period is over. 
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